Walt  Whitman

he was most of the time a bad artist, and
deliberately a bad artist.

He said a good many things about his own
writings. He also said, " Do I contradict
myself ? Very well, then, I contradict myself."
I do not think, however, that this could per-
tinently be quoted against one who should see
a quite fundamental contradiction between
those passages in which he spoke for all the
world as if he were the prophet neither of
America nor of democracy, nor of anything
else, and those other passages in which he bade
a world in need of regeneration to listen to his
" barbaric yawp." " No labour machine," he
writes,

Nor discovery have I made,

Nor will I "be able to leave behind me any wealthy

bequest to found a hospital or library,
Nor reminiscence of any deed of courage for

"America,
Nor literary success nor intellect, nor book for*

the book-shelf,
But a few carols vibrating through the air I

leave,
For comrades and lovers.

One might think he was Burns or Herrick!
Here as elsewhere he seems to forget what
these " few carols" were like. Usually it
was impossible to forget it. And he was
never more truthful than when he said, " The

181